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spirit of Arden?    Or was there even now in the room
with him a dark companion? . , . No matter.

* Thanks/ he said aloud.
He went out.

The first thing that, standing in the street, he
noticed was the reflection of the fire in the sky.
About him everything was quiet save for the rush-
ing of the wind, the bending and creaking of the
boughs, the running of the river under the bridge.

He decided to make for the Cathedral and, mov-
ing very quickly, he climbed Orange Street, cut
through into Green Lane and then by Canons Yard
and Norman Row reached the Green. Here for a
moment he stayed amazed. There is nothing more
astonishing to the observer than the instant's trans-
formation of a well-known tranquil street or town
into destruction and danger. It is as though some
old pipe-smoking book-collecting bachelor friend
produced from his pocket a rattlesnake.

And yet, Lampiron thought, this scene is familiar
to me. It is even more familiar than it is in its
ordinary tranquillity. He had seen it once when all
the buildings to the west of it were blazing and the
sky was a sheet of trembling gold. He had ridden
under the Gate and stood at the hill-rise shouting.
. , . But this was absurd. There was more im-
mediate business than romantic dreams* He was
at the edge of the Green not far from the trees that
bordered the Braund house, and the next thing of
which he was really aware was that Gaselee was at
his elbow.

'Wh^Gaselee!'

Gaselee peered.

* Oh, it's you, Lampiron 1   I say> isn't this awful?